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Fall, ip6i 5 
at a slight angle, watching Grandfather testing the weight 
and balance of the carving set in his square hands. A smile 
teased at her lips. And mother, sitting beside me, talked 
vivaciously with everyone, her brown curls accentuating her 
words. 
Suddenly, as though at some unseen or unheard signal, 
all talk stopped — heads bowed. Mother's finger tapped my 
knee under the table. A reminder to say Grace. Proudly, I 
peeked up along my eyebrows at the eight bowed heads. 
Humbly, I shut my eyes tight and talked with our Heavenly 
Father. My mumbled "Amen" was echoed around the table. 
Heads raised, then — quietly — Grandfather stood up. I half 
expected to hear trumpets blare, a long drum-roll, and the 
crash of a cymbal. With great pomp and ceremony, Grand-
father picked u p the sharp carving set, flexed his elbows 
slightly, and reached forward. 
"Ah-h-h's and "o-o-o's filled the room as the gliding knife 
revealed tender succulent white meat beneath the golden-
brown exterior. Plates with steaming slices of turkey were 
being passed around the table — soon to be followed by the 
hot serving dishes of "the trimmin ,s. , , 
Someone spoke my name. I looked up. 
"Hm-m?" I blinked and gazed at Mom. 
"Welcome back/ ' she laughed, "have some turkey?" 
"Thanks, Mom," I breathed, suddenly realizing how 
much like Grandmother she seemed as she sat between her 
beloved grandsons — her regal head nodding to their chatter, 
a smile teasing at her lips. 
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Evening sun mourns for the death 
Of a cloud, 
And birds are still. 
